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Notes From The Editor

Translating poetry is probably the greatest challenge a translator faces, for the language of poetry is not
ordinary language. Rather, it is compressed and full bf resonant images and metaphor; and sound patterns,
like rhyme, meter, alliteration and assonance are important. The Russian poet Vladimir Mayakovsky once
said, "Searching for the best word, you will dig through a thousand tons of words." He was speaking about
poets, but the same can be said about the translators of poetry.

No translation of a poem can totally capture the meaning, the word play, the images, the cadences and
the sound patterns of the original. Something has to be sacrificed. In the case of these poems, we had to
sacrifice much of the sound and rhyme of the originals. Kyrgyz is a rich language, ancient and beloved, a
language that had no written form until relatively recently. Before then, it was the language of nomads,
whose poets and story tellers kept the history of the people alive in songs and epics full of cadence and
rhymes and vowel harmonies, the tools of a strong oral tradition. In Kyrgyz, word order is not important.
For example, verbs can come at the beginning, middle or end of a sentence. That way, phrases or
sentences can be easily manipulated to create thymes or special cadences. In English, word order is
important, and language that is twisted unnaturally to create rhymes sounds funny—more like a jingle than
a poem. Where we could include rhyme and other sound patterns without doing violence to the language,
we did. But instead of trying to force rhyme, or find bland interpretations that would better accommodate
rhyme, we decided to focus on capturing the flavor and uniqueness of Tenti Adyshova's words and images.

Every language contains its own universe, its own world view and embedded values, some of which
are revealed through idiom and expressions. These are particularly challenging for a translator. In some
cases, we translated those expressions literally, as in "life lasts but five days," a common expression to the
Kyrgyz, but unfamiliar in the west. We kept it because it is evocative but not completely obscure. In other
cases, an exact translation would make no sense or sound

extreme. For example, in Kyrgyz, "to eat someone's soul" is to tell a lie. Likewise, the phrase, "when your
f%ul its)lhaving a merry party" sounds rather silly in translation, so we chose "when your soul celebrates
ife's bliss."

The cultural references, too, do not have the same weight and resonance in translation as they do in the
original. For example, in "A Place of Honor," when Tenti Adyshova refers to the "days that passed like a
rhythmic caravan," the reference harkens back to the actual experience of the nomadic caravans of her
people, whereas to someone without this heritage, the reference is simply exotic. When, in "The Snow of
Winter," she compares the falling snow to "a generous man" a non-Kyrgyz reader does not know that the
Kyrgyz are known for their generous hospitality, and the particular word she uses indicates one who is
generous to the point of impoverishing himself. So also the words for describing a summer pasture. In
Kyrgyz, there are many words to describe different kinds and qualities and locations of pastures; in
English, only a few. This is because the Kyrgyz were traditionally herders, and good pastures were central
to their survival.

Despite these limitations, I believe that we have done important work here: for English-speaking
people, we have opened a window into another culture, another sensibility. Several Kyrgyz writers, most
notably the famous Kyrgyz writer Chingiz Aitmatov, have been translated into English, but to my
knowledge, this is the first woman poet. Tenti Adyshova was one of the first brave women poets of
Kyrgyzstan. It's time for her voice to be heard in the wider world. Simone Poirier-Bures Senior Fulbright
Scholar 2008 International University of Kyrgyzstan


http://www.abbyy.com/buy
http://www.abbyy.com/buy

N1
Tymymae TepT can bIp Kepaym

Menmynaon TyHyk Oyiak »kap/aH arat
Kek uenTeH TOMOJIOHYII TaM4bl TaMaT
DcKe cablll )KaHarel Ke3 sKalibIM/Ibl
KypekTy K03rorosio sMmHe Tabar

Kamxpinman Oynak Ke3y Mara Kapaur
[Ie16b1pan anga KaHAal ce3ay KaHKauT
Byn marel ;KOroTKOHYH U3J€reHaen
Bypynyn ke mmbepau OupeH Tangant

Kyperyn 6ankpin Typca KyOaHbIUKa
Aitnana Gapsl maibIp KbIIMAaUTaHCHIAT
Byn Oynak 4bIHABITBIH/IA TOO HPKECH
Kaiirsinyy kanzyy ce3re MyHallraHCBIAT

Saturday, 24th

I Saw Couplets In My Dream

Spring drops from the hillside shining
Water drops fall from the green grass
All these remind me of my tears Why
do they touch my heart like this?

Spring’s eyes look at me smiling
Whispering and helping me choose the best
words

Searching through the green grass blade by
blade

As if it also lost something dear, like me

When my heart is full of joy

Nature seems to smile at me.

She grieves when she hears sad words
Spring is the real coquette of the nature
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Baaanai
bupne xenym-

KEUKEIYyHKY KEellyJeT,
OpauH copym, YKTar )aTkaH Oanagai.
AYBIK KyH/JIE-

aJl a3eMyy KEpYHET.
AmnacbIHa KyJlyI TypraH Oanaaai.
Kasz1e kenmym-

aK dpKeuTen Kedyper.
OHKOYYKTaIN OMHOM *KaTKaH Oanasaii.
Kas, epnexke

KOJIYH CEpMEN OKTOHYII,
DpKeseiichH, KU KarblH Kapabaii,

bu3s kapbIitosIs3,

MC3I'JI MCHCH JKapPbIIIbIIL.

CeH TypacbIH o1110J1 00#10H KapbiOaii.
Taprslm cenpe
TaTbIHAKAW CYJIYYyJIyK

CykTaHacbhIH Ke3 KyMapbIH Tapalaii

Like A Baby

Like a small child licking its lips
Sometimes my lake drowses On a
shining day, warm and sunny It’s like
a baby smiling to its mother.

Sometimes my lake froths with waves
Like a frisky, tumbling baby Playing
pranks on ducks and geese Carefree
and endearing everyone.

We are becoming older day by day
Yet you stay young, charming and gay
We can’t help but admire your beauty
Adoring you, oh, my dear lake.



http://www.abbyy.com/buy
http://www.abbyy.com/buy

Kyaky Oeprun

MeHuH cyireH KypJalmTapsiM, OeleKKe,
AnteiH 6epbe, KymyI 6epbe Oenexke.
KyHpeii sxapbIk HiIeOHHE KbUIbITaap.
Kynky Oeprut xyperyHaeH Oenekke,
KenynmyMIyH a3raH-TO3TOH JKEpJICPHH,
JKamaausLiam sxapaTaMbIH KEPEKKeE.

Kynky 6eprun 0akThl 00IyI Ce3UHIT
Kyiimyn 601yn kamna TypcyH YernHuIl,
DpKeNecHH 3PTHIl )KYpeK KyOaHbII
D4YeH COHYH My3bIKaJlap YepPTUIIHIL.
Jlapsl skacan, naHakepiien anambiH Kapa
JKaHIBIH KaJIraH )KEpUH MEPTUHHUIL

Kynky 6osico, an qocymayH Oeneru
BaiinsireiMaan GapapIrbIHaH KEPETH.
VYukaH KylITail KaHaT Karbll 3aKbIM/IAIL,
eTyn OapaT emyp unpkuH Oeperu. Kabak
TyWyl KapauirnacTad, KypaamTap,
Kynymcypen xonyOy3ny 6epenu.

Favor Me With A Smile

Oh, my beloved friends and dear ones
Don’t give me gold and silver as a gift
Give me instead a smile from your heart.
Like a sun that warms with its heat, I’
mend my worn out soul With it and use
it for my needs.

Gift me with your pleasant smile Let
sadness be hidden from my sight Let
hearts enjoy being kind. Listening to the
music of your laughter, I will make
medicine from your gift To cure my
injured heart.

A friend’s smile is the best gift for me
The only wealth that I need Life goes by
like a flying bird -Instead of making
faces at each other Let us meet each
other smiling.
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N4
Tabap Oeneem?

Kanpait ykmym!

Tuium Typras KyHyM KoK,
Kanpait mrymmyk!

Kapman Typras ryiaym xox.

Kanpaii aiina!

Kanbi Goxyn nuuM Yok,
AliTkbLU1aYbI !

Kaiina xertu anraueim?
Kaiima Gapsir,

Kantun usgen radbameia?
Ken 6omymn xerne coryn
JKep MeHEH KeKTy apbITcaM,
Kanar »xaipIn KaaKbLIaAIl
Kapacam »xapbIm anbicTaH,
Tabap 6eneem

baneik 601yn kenmery
OpKeuTeHreH TOJIKYH Kyycawm,
Tan6aii cy3yn 3pIMbIpan
JIeHU3IMH CYyCyH OycaMm.
TaGaap Genem ?

Tasik anbin Kosyma,

Anryy anieli, cyy Keuull,
DpTenu-Ked ThiHOacTaH
D4YeH KbUJIbI )KEp KE3HII ,
TaGap Genem?

TeHTeK Kbl TeIMUPHUIL,
bekepre MeHu anaicChIH.
KalipblarsIc KETKEH afgamibl
Kaxkmmacan xaiipbin anbaicba?

Then Could I Find Him

How horrible it is!

I lost my shining sun

How terrible it is!

I lost the flower in my hand.
No way out!

My soul is burning with fire
Tell me please

Where is my best half?
How, when and where
Could I find him?

Let me turn into a wind and make a net

Looking far and near
In heaven and on earth
Then could I find him?

Let me turn into a bird and fly high

Looking far and near
Searching for him everywhere
Then could I find him?

If I were a fish

Running after stormy waves
With power to stop the river
Even feeling bone tired

Then could I find him?

Turning into a dervish with my stick
Wandering along rivers and over mountains

Looking for you all my life
Then could I find you?

Oh my naughty, wild dreams
You are deceiving me. Even
though I sob and weep The
dead cannot be found.
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AKBIPKBI Cyilyy

Cyilyy aKbIpKbl KbIIIKbI KYHAE€H MEMHUPETL,
Cyp OynyTryH apacblHaH Teryner. byn
KyHIEpY KyOaHIbIpraH KypeKTy JpTeHKU
KyH MEHM MeHe keMmyieT. Cyilyy Kenet
KOII apreiMak yaHazaai, Cypaenaypyn
Tyypa TOCYI XKOJIyMIy. MeH MyHalbImn
sMHerenup tapteiHam JKaiigap cynoai
xKalll kesekred konymay. Cyiyy kenau
6oporonyy kap 6oy, Oiiop MeHeH
opoutymia 3ap 6oiyn, 30p cyilyycyH
OatbIpa anbaii xxypoeliyn bankum ara

KEKyperym tap OomyIL....

My Last Love

My last love is like a quiet, wintry day
That appeared among grey clouds
Happy hours that touches my heart
Will be buried with me tomorrow.

My love is like two horses with one carriage
Feeling myself pulled two ways I feel shy,
not free like before Refraining to give my
hand to you.

Love has come like a blizzard
Thoughts arrive that I waited for I
fear embracing your great love My
chest might be too small for it.
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AKBIH 1ere’

AxpIH 060160,

Ap Hepcere azar 4erIl, ;KyperyHay OOpyTyIL,
Oi1 xeTepyt, 00p KeTepyH KbIp apKaH/IbI
AKOOPYTYIL.

AXBIH JIeTeH,

Anam 5KeH ap Hepcere anbIpaHaan KyOaHTaH.
JKamaH sKkeH, jkapThl CE3/ICH JKapaJlaHbII
KyOapraH.

AXBIH JIereH,

KbI3bIK DKeH Oap aamaMIbl OMIIOTOH.

Oiinoit 6epun, 6oioii Oepurt 34 Oup yeruH
KOWOOTOH.

AXBIH JIeTeH,

Oiulyy HEMEH ap aJlamra *aHallKaH,
Ky0Ganbr4 na KalTbICHIH qa OenymieM aen
TaJIaIIKaH.

AXBIH JIeTeH,

Hasuk HeMeH ak TUIIEKKe KypelIKeH,

Anunercus, Kapa HUET-Kapa Ky4Ke THPEILKEH.

AnGarbiia,

AnaHrazap akbIHIap/IbIH MYHE3YH,
AJncaH anrbH aKk NeNmyy KyperyH.
baapsiHan 1a,

Baapsinapra 6epce PKeH aKbIHIAP IbIH
JKaKIIbIHAKal TUIICTHH.

The Poet Is

Don’t be a poet

Like one

Who suffers from everything
Whose heart aches,

Who carries a spiritual load

From lifting heavy thoughts.

The poet is a person

Who takes happiness from small things
Who feels sorrow and injury from nothing.
The poet is a strange person

Who thinks about the whole world
All the time

Without limit.

The poet is a person

Who is intimate with everyone
Who is eager to share happiness
As well as grief.

The poet’s soul is gentle

Full of white hope

Who fights against injustice

And strives for the welfare of all.
Don’t be intense like poets

But share their kind hearts.

Most important is to share

Their beautiful hope and care.
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MeHHH bIPBIM

MeHUH BIpbIM- K€3 JKalll MEHEeH TepelreH,
YaypIparan KyH HypyHa O€JICHI€H.
BbakpIT-Taanai 4ynroo 60ayn oposyi,
Ounrox 60Jym GEIUTUHE TEIIETeH.

MeHuH BIPBIM- BICBIK JKallIKa KUPUHTEH,
blpsickbira TabbUIraHbIH KUHUHTEH, Kek
KaJObIpaK, KeUeTreNreH 6ak-1apax
KepkyH aublnn keuecyHe TUTHIITEH.

MeHUH BIPBIM KauTbUlyy KyH TEPENYIL,
BbakTbu1yy KyH OOIOH KEpHIT )KETHITEH.
Auyy, Tatryy 6aiirecune Kooy, bammap
YypKall bIp TyLIOOCY KECUJITEH.

bliina Tyynran- piiinan Typar Ke3uHe,
Taasail TankaH KyHJEp YbIKIIA SCUHJIE,
MeHUH BIPBIM bl KYJIKYIe€ apajian,
blpman Typar 3pTeH MEHEH KeunHe

My Song

My song was born out of my tears But it
bathed in the shining rays of the sun
Happiness wrapped it in white flowers
And placed it in a soft cradle.

My song bathed in my hot tears But
dressed in its fated happiness It was
planted in a street of beauty Full of
young leaves and green trees.

My song was born on a stormy day

But grew up in happy times.

Knowing both the sweet and bitter

It was sent into the world with blessings.

Born in tearful times, it sometimes cries
But it always remembers happy days.
Mixing grief with laughter It sings every
morning and every night.
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Kum xopron

Ky0anran agaMabIH )XyporyH
Yak TymiTo KyH KO3y

YaubIpan Hyp Teryn Typrasaau,
Ken emnke ken ycty

JKenurum >x33rune yprangaii? !
Kum xepren

AubUITaH agaMIbIH KOHYITYH
AVIKBIHIAN ail OeTUH

Bymnyrrap sreruH Typronaou
Kapooxkep xatu cyinyy
JKanpipan sxapbplHa KyJaroHJI0M
Kopnyn 6Gerne,

AnaMzIbIH XKypory CyWTrOHYH-
Boit 6epbeii maxabat
banOpiaan 6anikada KyWronyH
DpUreH MOHTYI01

DHuren cea 00ayn KUPreHUH
Kum xepren

bliinaran anamMabIH )KyperyH
’KoroTtkon 6oTocyH

WNurenaeii 6onkymnaan 6031011yH
TyHepe Hemepien

TerynreH sxaMroIpra OKIIOLIYH
Kum xepren

MeH keprem yiryHyH 0aapbIChIH
Kobimuakrait apTeina

AnaMIbIH axanra 6apbIIbH
Bbupok MmeH kepbenym,
OnroHyH apThIHAH aXaJIChI3
O3y onyn KanraHblH

‘Who Bore Witness To

A heart that is happy go lucky
In the middle of the day
Like the sun spreading out its rays,

Like waves splashing on the bank of the lake.
Who bore witness to

A person in a joyful mood

When clouds open their curtains like veils
Revealing the moon’s beauty
Like a young, charming lady
Laughing sweetly to her best half.
Have you ever seen

A person falling in love

With unbridled feelings

Burning in the fire of love

Like a melting glacier

Turning into a flood.

Who bore witness to

The heart of one weeping

Like a camel roaring with pain
For its lost baby

Sobbing bitterly

Like a heavy rain.

Who bore witness to this?

It was me, who saw these things!
A person facing death

Looks back at those who live

But no one dies before their time.
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N9 Aunaii

MeHryieH MOHUYOK TarblHBIII,
BynyrraH ’K00JyK CaJbIHBbIIIL,
AnaiaplH TOOCY YallKasT AK
WYUTUH 5KaMbIHbIII.

berereH kennen ToJIKyran
belinmtun tepy OeneMcuil.
Ke3 wanTeipca xerneren Kek
MEUKHH Tajaa SKEHCHLL.

Kenekren Terer sxamrbIpbIil
Ken 6omym ker39p 6ekeHCHH.
Kek kamka cyymnap keOypy,
AckafaH TylIeT TeryiyIl.
Kysryneit 0oyn sxanTbipait
TyOynne Tamtap KepyHyIl.

D3elIcH MM JKaijiaras,
Kokrynna mainen sxaiiHaras,
Ken Anaii xxepun coopycy

Kere an0Oaii cara aitnanam.
Alay

Glowing glaciers adorn your neck

White clouds form your kerchief

Alay mountains, you stretch wide and high
A white coat proudly draping your shoulders.

Your grass waves like a windy lake
Making a paradise of that place Your
green fields are endless Stretching
wide and deep.

When it rains hard and strong

You became a waving sea.

Pure water tumbling from the tops
Falls and bubbles on the rocks

Which brighten like a mirror

Your stones shimmer as if under glass

Since ancient times my people lived there
Filling your valleys with cattle Alay is the
most beautiful paradise I linger there, then
hanker to return.
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N10
AsiiiapabIH 0aKTHICHI

KyH waubipan KyiTyH aublll KAl THITHI,
Cyilyy Kenur cyycyH 6epce-0aKThICHI.
JKarangansin asu1 Typy Kyamypar. XKapsl
00JICO a3aMaTThIH JKAKIIBICHI.

bankeimn neHe Oan xKyypKkaHra aiiaHblII,
bana tarica Oyn asuiIeiH OaKTBICHL. AK
Oemury aif HypyHJa TepMeTHII, Al
OaJlaHbIH, a1 TBIHYTBIKTEIH CAKYBICEHL.

Ap amaMplH SMIeruHe skapaiia, As ia
00110T, Kenl 1a 00JIOT OAKTHICHL, DMHE
KeJOeHT asuigapbH KOJIyHaH,
DOMrervHeH Keyce 6aap TankbIChl. Aiam
OapKbIH- asAAPBIH KOPAOTOH AJ
KYHICPAYH allKaH 3JI€ 3aIKbICHL. A
aThl apJaK MEHEH aTalbIl A3bIp
KbIMOAT, aHbIK YITYJ OaKTBICHI.

The Happiness of Women

When youth flourishes like the sun

And love quenches its thirst, that is happiness
When her husband is the best one

A woman feels like a lady, that is happiness

When her body softens like a blanket
Giving birth, that is happiness.

When she sings a lullaby on moonlit nights
Protecting the child and peace, that is
happiness.

Depending on fate and her response
Happiness might be large or small.
Woman creates everything, She can
achieve whatever she wants.

Once women were scorned,
Tormented throughout history Now
the word “woman” is honored, Held
dear, that is happiness.
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